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demoniacally terrifying shapes by various unlucky and
imaginative natives. There was one superstition the founda-
tion of which he never learnt. Once the natives had lain
down for the night nothing would induce them to leave their
fires, even if they were dying down, and they would never
build a fire with large logs which could be depended upon to
last through the night. Never in all his stay with them did
he see faggots used which were thicker than a man's wrist,
which was the ultimate measure used for determining the
sticks to be used for fuel.
Such government as the natives had was a kind of patri-
archal despotism, all the power being vested in the old
carandjie. He had won his position, so far as Rashleigh was
able to discover, by the great feats of war which he had per-
formed in his younger days, and he maintained it in his
decrepitude by imposing upon his ignorant subjects by
dexterity as a conjurer. One of the instances which Rash-
leigh witnessed of the old man's use of his power concerned
his own djin.
Lorra, who had been the old carandjie's favourite before
she was given to Rashleigh, complained one day to the old
man that Jumba, a powerful black, had beaten her because
she had quarrelled with one of his wives while they were
digging roots. The old magician worked himself up to a
high pitch of fury as he listened to her tale, and ordered
Jumba to be brought before him. The warrior listened
humbly to the storm of virulent abuse which the angry
carandjie poured out at him, and attempted to justify his
conduct by throwing the whole blame upon Lorra, main-
taining that she had irritated him past endurance by her
scolding tongue. This defence was listened to coldly by the
old man, who simply addressed three words to Jumba:
"Begone, and wither/
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